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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Regularly on the Bazaar lay to-day! Started by 
assisting the Princess Henry of Battenberg to open the Ladies’ 
Working Guild at Stratford House; then helped the Duchess of 
Westminster to do similarly at Grosvenor House on behalf of the 
Mission to Seamen, after that had a private view peep at the 
Spanish Bazaar at Downshire House, and finished up by helping 
Lady Lansdowne to open a sale of work at 24, Park Lane, “all for 
the sake” of the Clergy Endowment Fund. Plenty of them, cer- 
tainly, and there are “ more tofollow”’! 


PAYING FOR THE WHISTLE, 


Oh, it’s here we are at the gay bazaar 
To purchase some useless things, 

To hunger slake on sweets and cake 
(In spite of the pains it brings !), 

To crowd in throngs to hear dull songs 
And yield them a loud applause, 

And be awfully rash about our cash— 
But it’s all for the good of the cause. 


Saw Dr. Welldon consecrated at St. Paul’s, and went to hear Lord 
Lister at the Royal Society. Heard several politicians during the 
evening—politicians ruling ‘‘ lively’’ just now. 

Thursday.—Our Princess’s birthday. Drank her health and wished 
her “‘ many of ’em.”’ Brought Lord Salisbury and Lady Gwendoline 
Cecil home from Windsor—took the Duke and Duchess of York down 
to Sandringham, and saw Mr. Chamberlain off to Birmingham. 
Looked in at 61, Charing Cross Road, and passed a pleasant time 
with the Women Binders’ Guild and their work on show there. 
Took Lords Rosebery and Kitchener to the Mansion House, and 
had a little chat about that £100,000. Took Lord Kitchener to the 
Drury Lane Masonic Lodge in the evening, and had a good time. 
Helped Lady Davey to give away the prizes at the Goldsmith’s 
Institute as well. Went to bed tired, having walked all over the 
newly-opened-to-the-public Golder’s Hill Estate in the morning, 
and hung about Christie’s in the afternoon while they were selling a 
lot of splendid carpets and embroideries. 


Friday.—Filthy day; wet and windy. Went over to Vienna for 
the Austrian ‘‘Jubilee.” Rather painful affair, seemed to me. 
Went in my private capacity, of course, and there were no Court 
“ rejoicings.” Lot of gloom about it—no wonder, perhaps. 


JUBILEE ! 


A Jubilee was never, sure, 
More pitiful to see— 

A dwindled prestige, insecure, 
Hopes ne’er fulfilled to be ; 


Noriceu.— The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, arts ; Y | 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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With fates that turned a world aghast, 
Wife, son, and daughter cold— 

Sure never “ Jubilee’ was cast 
In such a tragic mould! 


Got back and attended (in disguise, of course) the meeting of the 
Theatrical Ladies’ Guild. Much more cheerful—the ladies like a 
lot of kittens playing at business—(good business, too, mind you). 
Lunched with Lord Curzon and the P. & O. Company. Took Miss 
Weston down to see Her Most Gracious and tell her all about her 
famous and admirable ‘Sailors’ Rests’’—and also got Lord 
Kitchener down to Cardiff and left him there asking about the 
£100,000. (He's nearly got the lot, too!) 


Saturday.—Took Her Most Gracious and Lord Kitchener down 
to Netley Hospital to see the wounded men from the Soudan—the 
latter to hand round the Kedival medals. Got H.M.G. safely back 
to Windsor, and took the Empress Frederick to call upon Mr. 
White at Wilton Park. Brought Lord Aberdeen safely home to 
Haddo from Canada. Had a look at the Food and Drink Exhibi- 
tion at Murphy Hall (‘ just the place for a food exhibition,” an 
Irishman would say!) Spent some hours among the Colnaghi 
collection of engravings, and could have spent more. Heard Mr. F. 
Harrison in the evening at Toynbee Hall on ‘‘ Ideal London.” 
Football ad libitum, as usual, 


Monday.—Took it easy to-day. Just took the Prince to the 
opening of the Cattle Show in the morning. Went tothe William 
Morris sale at Sotheby’s in the afternoon ; to the opening of the new 
building of the London Library in the evening. 


Tuesday.—Took the Prince to the Cattle Show again—with 
Prince Christian this time. Left them and took Lord Roberts 
down to Portsmouth to get the freedom of that borough for him. 
When I came back, heard that Lord Kitchener had said ‘‘ Good- 
bye to the War Office!” Got quite scared. Thought he’d thrown 
up his profession—tempted to run off, perhaps, with that £100,000! 
Found it was all right, however—my mistake. ~ 2182, 


A FALSE (WAR) ALARM, 


When I heard the news it gave me a start} _s ball 
As far as from here to Louth, 
lt rattled me so I found my heart “i Sapa 
Was pretty well in my mouth. 
But I soon recovered myself, you chaps, 
And my usual spirits—for > 
He'd said good-bye to the War Office, pr’aps, 
But not to the office of war. 


Rushed over to help the Kaiser open his Reichstag and back to 
dine with the Farriers’ Club (and Mr. Long) at the Holborn. 


THe SPorTrTrer. 


yy literary, spontaneously sent m No contributions can be returned 
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WORKING OF “THE WORKMEN’S COMPENSATION ACT.” 
(60 axp 61 Vict., cH. 87.) 
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1. We were all busy in the factory when the old 2. Nancy Green, the prettiest wench in the factory, 8. “I’m sorry for ye, Nancy,” says ‘the manager, 


boiler bust. It was as thin as a tanner from rust, and with some other lasses, were knocked down, and ‘but the boss will have to compensate ye, accordin’ 


the boss knew it: but says he, “What odds if it 
shatters the bloomin’ old concern? I'm insured!!” 
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Nancy got her lovely ear, neck, and arm damaged. to ‘The Workmen’s Compensation Act.’” 
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4. Nancy was about to be married to a sergeant of 5. The boss was asked for compensation by Nancy’s 6. The boss fairly laughed at “the bloomin’ Com- 
the Volunteers, a smart young bloke, so it wasa great lawyer. He turned up his rose with contempt, and pensation Act,” as he called it. Women were not 
disappointment to have her beautiful arm and neck said he wasn’t liable. mentioned init. It was distinctly and exclusively an 
scalded. Act for workmen, and had no reference to the fair sex. 
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Waftings from the Wings. 

Little Miss Nobody has proved to be Little Miss Somebody, and 
the Lyric will probably be her home for some time to come. She 
is a vivacious little lady, and if her plot ‘to keep the house going ”’ 
is rather daring, the humorous incidents which are thereby 
introduced fully compensate for a little improbability. j 

The piece is prettily staged, the Scotch dress being very effective 
especially in the ballroom scene in the second act. The songs and 
dances are capital, some of the former receiving double, triple, and 
even quadruple encores. 

Mr. Lionel Brough gives a slyly humorous study of a Scotch 
dominie. Mr. Fred Eastman as “Something in the City” and 
duplicate Earl of Cripplegate causes much amusement, while Mr. L. 
Mackinder sings and acts with the spirit of an Arthur Roberts. 
The “ Sisters Triplet,” played by Miss Lydia West, Dera Dent, and 
Gracie Leigh, add much to the merriment of the piece. Miss 
West’s song referring to a perfidious damsel named “ Mary Ann” is 
a gem of its kind. Miss Kate Cutler’s Little Miss Nobody has 
been received with such a chorus of praise that we can only say 
“charming,” and advise our readers to judge for themselves. 

The piece is produced under the direction of Mr. York Stephens, 
who plays the part of Guy Cheviot for all it is worth, though, to be 
candid, the character is not strong enough to enable Mr. Stephens 
to give us of his best. 

The ‘‘book”’ by H. Graham is ingenious and amusing, and the 
music by Arthur EK. Godfrey and Landon Ronald is bright and 
effective. 

The Moore and Burgess Minstrels gave a very good all-round 
entertainment, eliciting general approval, from the applause 
accorded, during the Cattle Show week, which brought up more 
than the usual contingent of country visitors to a show ackuow- 
ledged to be beyond the ordinary degree of excellence. 


PAVILION THEATRE, MILE ENp, E.—The subject of this year’s 
pantomime is the ever-acceptable story of Robinson Crusoe. It will 
be produced on Boxing Day with an exceptionally powerful cast, 
which includes, amongst others, Miss Marie Loftus as Robinson 
Crusoe, Miss Julia Kent as Polly Hopkins, Miss Amy Russell as 
Floraline the Fairy Queen, the Sisters Leo as Lieut. Bowline and 
Princess Kor, etc., Mr. Arthur Alexander as Will Atkins, Messrs. 
Newham and Latimer as Dame Crusoe and Peter Hopkins, Mr. 
Johnny Alexander as Friday, Mr. Will Johnson as Captain Top- 
light, Mr. Adolpre Fowler as Korosive the Demon King, Freddy 
Alexander as Little Tommy Crusoe, etc., etc., and a host of 
auxiliaries. 

A year or two age it was pretty generally asserted that Panto- 
mime was dead. Considering that three West Central theatres are 
to give Pantomimes this season, the assertion was, to say the least 
of it, a little premature. With The Forty Thieves at Drury Lane, 
Dick Whittington at the Adelphi, and Alice in Wonderland at the 
Opera Comique, the children are assured a Merry Christmas. 


’Spite the mud and fog and rain 
And the East wind numbing, 
Christmas, in a Dickens’ vein, 
Comes to cheer us up again 
With its merry mumming. 
Dry-as-dust may croak and croak, 
Culchaw put much side on ; 
Simple, ordinary folk 
Still will have their little joke ! 
That can be relied on. 
Kill-joys looked at Christmas fare 
Through their glasses murky— 
And the joy they could not share 
They derided everywhere, 
Sneered at goose and turkey! 


‘‘ Pantomime is dead,” they cried, 
‘‘ Ibsen is arriving!” 

But this statement Fun denied ; 

Now he sees, on every side, 
Pantomime reviving. 


Pantomime resumes it’s reign, 

Children make you merry! 
Hark! we hear the old refrain— 
‘‘ Hullo, here we are again! ”’ 
It’s refreshing, very. 


Cakes and ale are to the fore ; 
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_ Alive of industry is the Borough Polytechnic Institute, to which 
increased accommodation has been added, and formally opened last 
Thursday evening by the governing body. Young men can there 
receive a practical education in the arts, sciences, and trades 
which will thoroughly fit them for competition with any nation. As 
we walked through the various workshops we saw plumbing, pattern 
makers, carpenters and joiners, brick cutting, slecheatai? laboratory, 
engineering, smithy, metal plate work, wheelwrighting, boot and 
shoe manufacture, bookbinding, and printing in full swing. Then we 
ye pace ‘The Victoria Gymnasium,” one of the latest additions, 
and replete with all modern appliances for improving bodily 
physique. The chemical laboratory and its alli departments 
were full of earnest workers. The new #hool of cooke 
offered us tempting dishes. The art rooms were well csulealt 
The women's department we threaded with expectation. Millinery, 
dressmaking, laundry, domestic economy, and the gymnasium were 
all being deftly and delicately disposed of with the care and pre- 
cision that a woman intuitively knows. There is an excellent 
reading room and library. The model bakery would rival the best 
plant in London for copiousness and completeness. The Institute 
also teaches music, and possesses a capital orchestra. The 
governors appeal for financial help to clear off the building fund 
deficit, which is some £2,757. We trust some of the Khartoum 
contributors will reserve a mite for this excellent Institute, which 
can turn out masters to assist Lord Kitchener in his grand philan- 
thropic scheme. The chairman and Mrs. Edric Bayley received 
their guests winsomely, and the entire evening's entertainment was 
an enviable success. 


Messrs. Misch and Stock, of Cripplegate Street, E.C., fine art 
publishers, are issuing a very handsome selection of Christmas 
cards, calendars, and illuminated texts for mural decoration. Some 
of the cards are illustrated with sepia-like prints; the ivorine 
booklets are exceedingly tasteful, the comic variety are not 
indecorous, the perforated mementoes are highly embellished, and 
the entire selection is generally excellent. 


The Good Bobby. 


'** Before the East Grinstead Bench, Police-constable Cobby, of 
Three Bridges, summoned his wife for allowing her dog to be at 
large unmuzzled. He said he went outside to get some wood, and 
the dog followed him. Amidst loud laughter the magistrates dis- 
missed the case.’’— Vide Press.]| 


He followed out the duty that 
Belongs to one in bobby’s “ togs”’; 
And such a man, I tell you flat, 
Is not one to “ go to the dogs!” 


But Mr. Fun would like to know, 
As of his bobby’s duty such 

A dogged sense he thus did show, 
Whether his wife admires it much ? 


Bear and Forbear. 


WHEN Russian Bruin preaches peace, 
The Powers should have a care 
He does not want all war to cease, 
He only wishes large increase 
Of Bear and for Bear. 


When that Siberian railway’s laid 
There'll be a turmoil rare— 

And peaceful Powers will be dismayed 

To find their trade by Bruin made 
Quite Bare and for Bear. 


He always has of schemes a few 
That are not on the square— 

He likes to steal his honey, too, 

And smiling says his only view 
Is Bear and Forbear. 


“A Throw-off.” 
Everything—old boots, bottles, etc.—comes to him who watts. 


Want Recovering. 


sirs are covered with dust!’”’ 
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Stout Party.—“1 say, Mister, let me ’ave sixpenn’orth of that when ycu've finished teachin’ that other lady.” 























































The Policy of Pin-Pricks. 


KITCHENER (soliloquises) :— 

As Rosebery heartily asked them to do, 
They have sent me back happy ! 
Exclaimed they: ‘To one hundred thou- 

sand or two, 
You are welcome, old chappie 
My college will be a success ; 
It’s a pleasure to see it progress, 
And to know I've a hand in the building! 
| can manage the mortar and bricks, 
And I’m up to collegiate tricks ; 
Now Great Britain has furnished the 
gilding! 
To rebuild the Soudan 
Came the time, and the man; 
And Old England came down with 
gilding. 


'>? 


FRANCE (soliloquises) :— 


I’ve rested, and now I believe I can try 
Just another small venture ! 
The college or so that I have in my eye 
Surely no one could censure! 
The time for a pin-prick has come, 
And things diplomatic must hum, 
I have had enough humble-pie eating! 
A schoo] 4 la Francais I'll plan 
To vex and perplex the Soudan ; 
h a school would nod t take some 
beating ! 
Yes, I think I 
I have hit on a game 
That will really require some beating. 


KITCHENER (soliloquises) :— 
Yes, old England is noble and true 
To her sons who defend her ! 
Do your best, and she gives back to you 
All and more that you lend her. 
And now that the victory’s won 
She sees there is more to be done, 
And she’s willing to do it and ready. 
To conquer, then till the fresh fields 
Her assistance she joyfully yields, 
That's her policy sturdy and steady ! 
And civilisation 
Will bless the great nation 
That dares hold to that policy steady. 


FRANCE (to Kitchener) :— 


Good morning! I hope we shall labour 
in peace. 
That’s my view, I acknowledge. 
Our friendship wiil certainly never 
decrease 
If I, too, build a college. 
There's nothing like culture, you'll 
own, 
There’s what-you-may-call-it a tone 
About culture that quite the best base is 
For turning the sandiest wild 
To a country pacific and mild— 
The Sahara it’s made an oasis! 
So with culture for guide 
We will build side by side 
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You grow ruder and ruder! 


| We already have had far too much, 
| ma’am of you 
As—er—cultured intruder. 
You had better at once understand 
This land I have won, is my land, 
'Twas for that that I made such a 
clearance ; 
Bull’s made me the boss of the show, 
So pack up your baggage and go, 
I shall put up with no interference ! 
Such a pin-prick won’t do, 
| I'm astonished that you 
| Dare to dream of such rash interference. 





FRANCE (melodramatically) :— 


Foiled again! But, no matter, the time 
it will come 
When at France’s suggestion 
All Europe will cease to be quite deaf 
and dumb, 

And will raise the whole question ! 

And then we shall see if your plan 

To subdue and control the Soudan, 
Will be by the Powers admitted ! 


KITCHENER (impatiently) :— 
Ah well, we will wait for that day! 
Meanwhile, out you go, ma’am, this 
way ! 
I'll admit that you’re much to be pitied— 
But I can’t have you here 
So you really must clear! 


VU mana lV rea, f irned lb. Banu 
witted ! 








1) 

















DECEMBER 13, 1898. 


—————————————— —— — ————— 








189 











Wy, os 





THE POLICY OF PIN’ PRICKS. 


FRANCE (LOQ.).—“PERMIT ME, MONSIEUR, TO BUILD ALONGSIDE OF YOU.” 
KITCHENER (LOQ.).—“I REALLY CANNOT ALLOW YOU TO BUILD UPON MY LAND.” 


(JORDON HAS MET 
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The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
THE INDISSOLUBLE ALLIANCE. 


When noble Puff Tupp first allied 
With -_ great fame Puff Tupp’s pride, 
n cee 5 

With tears his eye was dim, 

He said: “ will be good for him, 
And very good for me! 
Invulnerable, we 

Shall stretch cross Europe peaceful arms, 

And ward off war, and war's alarms 
As as we're combined— 

Each other's tights shall we defend ; 

And in us both a noble friend 
Sweet Peace will always find, 

A strong friend and a kind,” 


Said Hungri, “ Now I need not care 

For that great discontented bear, 
Whose rude Im snout 

Across my frontier oft I see 

Sniff angry hungry sniffs at me ; 
And dare me to come out— 
Yes, Bowski I shall flout! 

This new alliance must endure, 

And then we both shall feel secure 
From Bowski’s awful might ; 

4 we together take our stand ; 

‘or hearths and homes and Fatherland 

Prepared to scratch and bite, 
Old B, will have a fright!" 


Said Puff Tupp: “ You're my friend indeed |” 
Said Hungri;: “ You're my friend in need\” 
Cried both: “ Now we are strong ! 
Our banner now shall ne'er be furled, 
Together we'll defy the world, 
Together right the wrong— 
And, now we sha'n’t be long!” 
Said Hungri: “ You're a splendid friend!” 
Said Puff’: “ On me you may depend!” 
I'll treat you like my child!” 
Said both: “ At last we have achance 
Of making Master Bowski dance ; 
We'll drive him nearly wild!" 
Sneered Bowski, “ Draw it mild |" 


But time passed on and they fell out, 
As oft do, beyond a doubt ; 
They called each other names ; 
Sid Puff Tupp: “ You're a silly bird!” 
Said Hungri: “ You are too absurd ; 
I hate your childish games, 
Your senile silly claims!" 
Satd Puff Tupp: “ Bah! Likewtse, go toi” 
Said Hungri: “ I have borne with you 
or many weary years!" 
They both grew hot and very red— 
But when old Bowskt showed his head 
They felt their ancient fears 
And again with tears!” 


Or all the Bungle alliances, that between Puff Tupp, Hungri, 
and It Ali, known as the Triple Alliance, is generally supposed to 
be the most permanent; indeed, the portion of it that relates to 
Puff Tupp and Hungri is held to be of such an eternal character 
that beside it the laws of the Medes and Persians, not to mention 
the laws of nature, seem ephemeral and illusory. Everyone who 
knows anything is convinced that if Hungri were to desert Puff 
Tupp, Puff Tupp would fade away like a beautiful dream and leave 
not a wrack behind ; and that, if buff Tupp were to desert Hungri, 
Hungri would suffer a Black Sea change into something very 
Sclavonic indeed. As a matter of fact, it is universally assumed 
that Puff Tupp and Hungri, each standing on his own feet, wouldn't 
have a leg to stand on. 

Therefore, when Puff Tupp and Hungri were heard “ having 
words,” the excitement was intense. Bool and Bowski were so very 
interested in the extraordinary incident that they stood on the 
other side of the fence and listened with all thair ears. 

‘“* You'll be good enough,” shouted Puff Tupp, ‘‘ to keep yourself 
to yourself. If I catch you roosting on my perch again, I shall, 
without further remark, proceed to chuck—I mean summarily eject 
you. That is what I shall do.” 

“Oh, will you!” retorted Hungri. ‘Then all I can say is, if 
you do, I shall immediately reciprocate!” 

“Are you aware to whom you are speaking?” said Puff Tupp, 
drawing himself up. 

“* Certainly!" replied Hungri, ‘‘ I am talking to a bird who is b 
no means so fine an ornithological specimen as he thinks himself, 
anyway!” 

“ Birds in their little nests agree !"’ quoted Bowski, with a sweet 
grin, as he overheard the conversation. 


** Yes,” growled Bool, “ isolation, after all, has its advantages.” 

“i'm!” snapped Bowski, “ I tior zood up to a point, uy 
to @ point, you know. But an alliance is not to bedespised. How 
ever, it is always a mistake to be too friendly, generally leads t 
unpleasantness.” , 


“« Ah, well,” said Bool; “‘ you never err on the side of friendli- 
ness, anyway.” 

“ You’re right,”” laughed Bowski, who is a cynical old brute, and 
doesn’t care who knows it. ‘“ You’re right. Why, if I didn’t have 
my wits about me, Franki would be hanging round my neck to such 
an extent that I shouldn’t be able to move without dragging him 
with me. Two’s company, but, dash it all, give me solitude at 
meal times! ” - 

‘* Yes!’ shouted Puff Tupp, ‘‘I did say so and I’ll say so again- 
If it wasn’t for me Bowski would lunch on you to-morrow.” 

‘Ah, would he?” yelled Hungri. ‘ Why if I hadn’t protected 
you, Bowski and Franki would have dined on you years ago.” 

“‘ You protect me!” screamed Puff Tupp. ‘‘ Why, you double- 
faced sparrow !”’ 

* Call me a sparrow again!” howled Hungri, “‘ you swell-headed 
cockatoo, and I’ll pull your tail out!” 


‘“* Quite a little Peace Conference, ain’t it ?’’ said Bowski ; ‘‘ quite 
a dashed little meeting of an Arbitration Association! ”’ 

“‘ Yes,” growled Bool, “it is very like a Peace Conference, indeed. 
But you know now what our friends there think of you.” 

“Ha, ha!” laughed Bowski. ‘Funny, ain’t it? They both 
think I want to eat ’em!”’ 

“‘ And don’t you?”’ asked Bool. 

‘My dear sir,’’ cried Bowski, in affected honour; ‘‘ my very dear 
sir, I wouldn’t take ’em at a gift, but it is well for them to think I 
hunger for them; it keeps their minds employed, while I am 
engaged in the Far—er—er——”’ 

‘* Kast, I suppose you mean,” said Bool. 

‘‘ Fine weather for the time of year, isn’t it?’’ replied Bowski, 
evasively. ‘ 

“You'll apologise,” said Puff Tupp, “or I'll never speak to you 
again.” 

**T never have apologised,” retorted Hungri, ‘‘and I’m not going 
to begin now.” 

“Very well, sir, very well, sir,” cried Puff Tupp; “then the 
friendship of years is off !”’ 

“Now,” said Bowski to Bool, ‘‘you don’t believe in meas a 
peacemaker, do you? Very well. I'll make those two bosom friends 
— in a brace of shakes. See here,’’ and the Great Bear showed 
his head over the fence and grinned pleasantly at Puff Tupp and 
Hungri, who, directly they saw him, fell fainting into each other’s 
arms. 

“ There,”’ cried Bowski to Bool, “ there’s a pretty picture. And 
yet they say Iam no'‘conjuror,” and, laughing grimly to himself, 
the old bear waddled off. 




















Christmas is Coming! 


CurIsTmAs is coming ! the holly’s on view, 
The mistletoe’s temptingly hung, 
Shops are decked out in all manner of hue, 
And carols prepared to be sung ! 
Boxes are emptied of shillings and pence, 
And counted with juvenile glee, 
For all “‘ younger branches,’ with joy that’s immense, 
Are turning their thoughts to the tree! 


Christmas is coming! the puddings are made, 
And are no “ disgrace to the cloth,” 

They'll minister, when on the tables they’re laid, 
To appetites strongly put forth! 

Bottles with necks that appeal to our throats 
Are set out in goodly array ; 

On them the booser most yearningly gloats, 
And longs for the punch-stirring day! 


Christmas is coming! the young and the old 
The season all hail with delight, 
Though pater may growl] when he hands out the gold, 
He really feels jolly and bright ! 
Laugh and be merry—away with dull care, 
Just give the “‘ cold shoulder ” to woe; 
Our pleasures with others let’s willingly share, 
For Christmas is coming, you know! 


& 


Unappreciated. 
Amateur Poet.—*' Shall I sing you my song with a refrain t 


Friend.—‘‘ Oh! please refrain.’’ 
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One-Sided Patriotism. 
[The recent expulsion of Austrian subjects from Prussia evoked 


oe unnaturally) some strong language from the Austrian 
remier. | 


THE German Government, endowed 
With patriotic feelings, 

Have greatly vowed—and cried aloud— 
That they no friendly dealings 

Will have, in their sublime domain, 
With certain aliens: wherefore 

The drowsy Dane and Austrian swain 
(Whose presence they not care for) 

Are sternly bidden to “‘ pass along !”’ 

Oh, what a theme for stirring song 

Is that rare patriotic zest 

Which fills and thrills the German breast ! 


Yet, sure, the German powers do wrong 
To count not up the legions 
Of natives strong, who “ pass along” 
Each year from William’s regions, 
And frankly (while for daily bread 
To Johnnie Bull they’re debtors) 
Confess they fled, to ’scape the dread 
Conscription’s irksome fetters | 
Oh, well may Bull mix cynic sneers 
With caustic smiles, what time he hears 
Of the so-called patriotic zest 
That fills and thrills each German breast ! ! 


When the Cat’s Away. 


Ir Kaiser Wilhelm goes away 
Like any wandering cat— 

The German mice begin to play 
Without their autocrat. 


They won't have Czechs of any kind, 
No Pole must point their way, 

The mice no more their Cat will mind 
If he goes off to play. 


Not e’en Norwegian, Dane, nor Swede 
Their larder dare despoil, 

Tis only German mice may feed 
On gathered German spoil. 


Oh! Kaiser, was it wiser work 
To leave your mice to frisk, 

Than to make friends with lazy Turk 
Your country’s peace to risk ? 


To neighbours such dissembled love 
More fits a Russian bear. 

If right—it’s too much like a shove 
And kicking down the stair. 











Fairy Tales. 


[Mr. Silas Hocking, the novelist, is spoken of as the Radical 
candidate for the Camborne division of Cornwall. ] 


At the portal of Fame persevere in your knocking, 
And don’t try to fight with the Tories, 

For the Radical camp is quite full, Mr. Hocking, 
Of men who know how to tell stories! 





The Conscientious Objector. 
Fame is a harsh, capricious nymph, 
No longer Jenner’s name we venerate ; 


The conscience-smitten foes of lymph 
Would rather see the race de-Jenner-ate ! 











Extortionate. 


Bloggs.—‘ I've been pretty well all over Italy.” 
Toggs.—*' Did you come across any robbers? "’ 
Bloggs.—*' Only the hotel-keepers ! ”’ 




















The Clout-Casting Kaiser. 
MAMMA SMITH DEPLORES A DISCARDED INCOGNITO. 


[Homeward bound from his historical pilgrimage, the German 
Emperor laid aside his incognito after crossing the Austrian 
frontier. } 


Youne Gabbity Smith to kin and kith, 

Was reading his ha’penny paper’s pith ; 

And one brave item (dealing with 
Germania’s Hope and Pride) 

Averred that William, having made his 

Grand pilgrimage, had—ere he paid his 

Respects to Francis Joseph—laid his 
Incognito aside ! 


Then Smith’s mamma (fond idoliser 
Of Queen, Prince, Empress, King, and Kaiser !) 
Did, in distress, apostrophize her 
Most dearly loved ‘‘ crowned head ’’— 
‘‘ Oh, Willie! Willie! poor mad Willie! 
Why do ’ee do these tricks so silly ? 
This ’ere last prank is sure to kill ’ee! 
Poor boy, ‘twill kill ’ee dead!” 


Her meaning asked her startled son for ; 

And Mater cried, ‘“‘ Dear William’s done far, 
As sure as eggs is eggs! 

I don’t know if that thing what he’s 

Cast off is used for hands, feet, knees, 
Chest, throat, or loins, or legs ; 

Or whether it’s tight, or whether it’s loose : 

But, in layin’ it by, he’s cooked his goose ! 

For I’ve allus said—and I allus will— 

As the hardiest critter hisself will kill 

Wi’ measels or rheumatiz, mumps or gout, 

If he casts a clout before May is out!’’* 


* The intelligent reader, appreciating Mamma Smith’s ignorance of the 
meaning of “incognito,” will not, of course, mourn for a moribund Kaiser. 
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FUN. 
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“On Things in General.” 


By Mr, “ Fun’s”’ WASHERWOMAN. 


Place O dams! [French] Pore Jane 
Cakebread is dead; she died in a loonatic 
asilum. She was quite a character in ’er 
way; ‘arf-a-pint o’ beer was enough to 
send ’er ‘‘dotty,”’ an’ I s’pose she was 
’ale-d up afore the magistrates more 
times than any other woman. Pewter- 
ful drink ! 

The Mad Mullah will only make a 
mull. Ah! it woud take somethink 
better than ’is forces to stand up agin our 
Tommy Atkins. 

Vice-Admiral Fournier [French] ‘as 
been torkin’ about “ the calm” displayed 
by the French navy in comparasun to the 
warlike transports shown by sertin ad- 
versaries. I wonder ’ow the French 
navy would come off inastorm? Any- 
way, the French are allus raisin’ a 
‘“‘ storm in a tea-cup,” as the sayin’ is. 

President McKinley’s message to 
Congress is very nice; ’e don’t forget ’is 
pal, John Bull, an’ ’e don’t tork 
about “ lickin’ all creation,’”’ like some 
of ’is countrymen do when their tungs 
wag. A tidey bit of water separates us, 
butit ain’t too broad for us to stretch 
across and ‘‘shake.”’ 

Whiskey shares are going down ; so is 
whiskey. I don’t object to a good drop of 
Irish or Scotch meself, but the drop in 
shares don’t affect me. ‘‘Share my 
drop,”’ asthe faceshus murderer sed to 
the ’angman. 

The wurld must be goin’ wrong, for 
there ain’t no war rumers goin’ about to 
speak of. P’r’aps as the ‘“ peace-on- 
earth-good-will-to-man ”’ season is near 
at ’and, the various nashuns are takin’ 
it to ’eart. 

Our good Queen ’as been to Netley 
’Orspital an’ dekorated the Omdurman 
‘eroes. ‘Er Majesty never medals with 
wot she didn’t ort to. 




















“And after that he actually had the cheek to say that I wasn't such a fool as I looked.” | 
‘* But then, he didn’t know you very well, did he, old fellow?” | 
i 
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The Waits. 


THE waits quite put me in a rage, 
They seem so very dense, 

A ‘* volume of sound ”’ they give forth, 
But very little sense! 


A 





Dignity. 


Mayor of Puddleton (to disrespectful 
son).—‘*‘ Now, look here, Charlie, you 


mustn’t call me ‘old hoss’’ now I’m a 
mayor.” 













For Breakfast. 














Sold Retail Everywhere. 


chiite Sa 
ee ies 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 


Chocolat Menier 


Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 





















